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IN THE GLOAMING,

When the dusk is slowly creeping, shut.
ting out the glare of day,

Wkhen ‘he « veving «rar im beauty trembles
with refulgent ray;

When the vivicl’s aewy fragrance subtly
soothes the sting of pain—

Theu the mind turns inward, backward
to the Joye of youth agaio,

In that hour of dear communion with the
voices of the past,

Haunting memories throng upon us,
briugjiugoys too swee: Lo last;

All the anyui b of the present for a little

space is flown,
And the son: goos forth unfettered to a

kiagdom of 1ts own,

There is pain in tne awaking when the
hush of night is past,

And the morning brings its sorrows, and
our dreams are overpast;

But the dear God sends  his children lest
in trouble they forget,

Glimpses of foretasted heaven mightly
when the sun bas set.

—Anna C. Porter in*Philadelphia Rec-

ord,
- e~ -

BROTHER JOE.

BY MARY M. BOYNTON,

Mrs. Field caught sight of him trudging
et her husband’s side, and her sewing fell
to her lap as she leaned forward and in-
tently scrutinized theljyoung stranger.
He appeared very emall, andfshe wonder-
ed again if they bad dove a wise thing in
giviug the solicited country home to this

vltlt'," was said,
usually strong and good boy some farmer
will, glad enough, give him a home; and
Rosamond’s such a pretty and sweet child
that if she’s put in the Orphan’s Home she
will be real well adopted.”

Joe’s heart beat fier:ely in his throat,
and in the sleepless midnight hours his boy
heart and mind became those of a waii.

Rosamond opened her eyes but to dark-
ness when wakened by the touch of Joe’s
hand on her face. :

“Rosamond,” he whispered, “I've got
to wo away to—attend to sume business,
aud maybe 1| won’t be back till afternoun,
but you stay right here and wait till I
come,”

ily.

“You—you wait till brother comes!"
Joe again turned with a break in his voice,
“Don’t let ’em take you-—visiting to any
one,”

The June sun’s earliest rays touched Joe
as, six miles from the farm, he entered a
busy manufacturing town, and coming to
the first mill, took his stand patiently on
the office step. He had been waiting an
hour when the scrubwoman arrived with
mop and pail.

“I’ve come to seeif I can get a job
here,”” he said. “Do you know whether
they’re short a hand?”

“Well, of all things!”’ exclaimed Mrs.
McNall, “Why, where are you from?”

“No wonder you've got a tuckered
look,” she said, when Joe bad explained
to the point he considered essential; and

orphaned child.ggA boy of only eight
years, as sturdy as this oue, could even

now be of service to the thin man leading |

him through the gate, and in a few years

the young shoulders might easily assume )
: ot |

tasks under which thefolder ones bent, 1
!

It bad been with this possibility in mind |
as well as with that

a gewerous purpose

the Ohio farmer and his wife had respond- |

ed to the appt al of the overcrowded or-

phan asylum iu the neighboring city, If

tiie boy proved obedient and good 1n dis- |
position, they wouid gladly adopt him

aud treat him as their own son,

Now at her Lustand’s approach, Mrs,
Field ruse, slippingdher needle into her |
sewing. As she opened the doox, she ut- |
tered a warning, “Rosawmond is asieep,”
bl’u.‘ sul ‘l

She laid & kinaly band on boy’s |
shoulder as she tock bis straw hat and
":ALLA; :l':l“"‘.: ¥e o his 18 J “il ‘:Ai~
with a smile.

Joe wes absorbed 1n a vision of a J 15t |
gwakened child, Fair bai ling close-

irou Y ressure ol e little head,
a deilcately beautiful face which
glaG \ broke into a wele Il.ill,; smile

r the sclemn ) gazing at her across

the sunlit room.
is Joe, Darling,’
the

? said the mother,
h""\"‘!l’[
The

]

usually shy child unhesitatingly advanced.

TLis

Ly » ¢hild uwvon her feet,

piaci

you go and shake hauds with him?”

61231 ¥ y ¥R
1’il show you tue little chickies,”” she

|~ o
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beart,

In a few weeks the four years of Rosa-
wond’s life were, to her, as if they had
uever been., No baby memories could
live in the present delight of iife with a
Joe whose somewhat stolid exterior cov-
ered unrivaled powers of entertainment
end tireless devotion. When, in the fall,
the district schocel claimed Joe, the happy
bhours were those in which his shaggy head
reappeared over the brow of the hiil; the
chore-time, in which she trotted at his
beels, and the evenings, when Joe was in

id. She clasped the Loy’s hand with |
palm, ard with the touch |

mething wae born into the lonely bov's |, . g i . : ,
R 1 Inte the fohely DOY'S | tain the most lacid explanations of the

with her sympathies eulisted, kindly Mrs.
McNall hurriedly interviewed a neighbor,
“Seems they are uuexpectediy short a

)

boy,”” she said, “and I’ve spoken to the
: ) I

| machine-tender for youn.”

been

pensioned because of her husband’s noble

Mrs, MeNall--a widow who had

| services in a mill fire—gave to the two

children a motherly care which thrice the
“board money’ that Joe proudly laid in

| hx-!' hix!ni «:u‘h \‘It'(‘k could not im\'u conis

pensated for; and her thrifty fingaers fash

| ;.‘rhl,'d t‘ht‘ !il(“t‘\ “]li(,}. |:iL\l$t't,'l 1":“ to '1!,.
quire, with a boy’s uncertainty, but with

|

a rising elation, “I guess she looks about
as well as any of ’emi, don’t she?”

No aspect of the little j.,'il‘l’.\ life escape a

i 1a g : .
Joe’s solicitous watchfulness. He perused

| unfaiiingly, if in secret, a mouthly column

| of \‘.J;‘;!«ll'tl!, aud prop sed l‘ll‘ fosamond

a diet which Mrs, MeNall

t amazed indignation, as ouly fit for a two-

'[‘}I\ N,":Z

larly examined and ]

year-old. | reports were

lici

as Joe could cowmand when
face was 1”:!‘@1“'!1 for his verdict,
| Sunday-school, yet in the Sunday after

as a workinug man, did not attend

L)

noon walks which were the crowning de-

| mond as to the morning’s lesson, and ad

{
| monished ber to abide unfailingly by its

teaching. On Sunday evenings Joe in-
variably occupied a rear pew of the chiurch

where he had acutely decided Le could ob-

| duies of life.
Rosamond bad for three years watched
nightly from gate or window for her
| brother,—who had for two year- proudly
| held his advanced position of **back-
tender,””—when came the night that Joe
for the last time passed through the turn-
stile of the mill.

The mill, in a financial crisis, had closed.
Joe, as was his custown when he was troa-
bled, walked long that might; but what.
ever his thoughts during the vigil, ouly
steadfast courage was written on his faze

turn dog, horse or “nice bear”’—with
wmother and father smiling in response to ‘
childish giee.

Joe was twelve years old when, one day,
etandiug at the kitchen baking-board, he
suddenly put into words a fear which, for |

|

gome time vayuely haunting him, had been
given definite form aud force on the pre-
ceaing day.

“I'd feel like 1 couldn’t stand it if ever
gLe found out I wasn’t her truly brother,”

be said. Joe’s fear came from a childish |
taunt of the school ground: “He i.-'n’t.

your truly brother!” Butto Rosamend
the words had been empty. ]

“He ’ she had declared vehe-
mently, clasping hiz sunburped baud, with

"
:U\,!

18

& challenging Lift of her little sunbonneted
bead.

Had the little fearful cloud from that |
day hangiog in Joe's sky been apparent to
the

great shadow which, long hovering, now

all, it must have been lost s, ht of 1n

]

suddenly settled upon the country home, |

“You will bauve Joe,” the stricken man |
bad said; and the words {requentiy re. |
peated themselves to the woman strug-
gling to keep the Jittle bome, to hold to
. etreating life, only for the sake of a help-

For it was Joe who had set the

Jess child,
example of resuming daily dutics on that
day when it seemed as if all duties must |
cease; Joe, whose courageous whistling |
abont his tasks brought the first answer-
ing heart note,

The most willing hands never perform-
ed the impossible, and when, on a rummer
day two years later, Rosamond clung sob-
bingly to Brother Joe as the only one left
to her on earth, the debt on the small farm
was one which covered its value,

To Joe, through words of kindly neigh-
bors which be overbeard by chance, there
came a realization of life as it now stretch-
ed before bimseclf a: d the littie sister, and
‘For it seems

aleo a heart sickening fear,
there ain’t a relation near at all, either

when, on the foilowing morning, he kissed

Rosamond and was off to “look for work.” |

“I’Il look after her just exactly as if
you were here, you cau rest easy about
that,”” Mrs, McNall said, answering an un-

| spoken thought as Joe pressed all but a

little of the money he had into ber hand.
The words were Joe’s comfort during fol
lowing days

It was of no use to look for work in the
panic-stricken town, and Joe searched to
the north. Ten days later he entered the
oil region of the state, and within an hour

he stood, cap in hand, at a derrick asking |

his custowmary question.
In the twilight, Joe, whose size and

strength were unusual for a boy of seven- |

teen years, appeared a man to the driller
eyeing bim.

“I've got a tool-dresser here with a
mashed thumb,” the driller said, “You

| can help him out for the night, anyway*”

“This was Joe’s “siart’”’ in the oii-field.
After a three months’ apprenticesbip—at
hardly living wages, but that did not mat.

| ter, as the little hoard left behind still
| provided for Rosamond—Joe was a “tool-

dresser, receiving the regular wages of
three dollars aday. His hamiuer’s swing

ing blows could bardly express the jov of

| heart which held but oue sorrow, suggest-
' ed in his reply to Rosamond’s plea, I

can’t have you with me now, Ro:amond;
you see I'm here and there and every-
where—bat there’s a good time coming!”

Joe had been for a year a proficient tool-
dresser, when the largest oil-weil of the
region “came in”” not a mile from Joe’s
station. A great boom was on, Men
went wild; land was miles
about; drillers were at a premium, and in
the stress Joe was given a chavce for
wnich he had boped and prepared.

By the time Joe had successfully drilled
three wells he was a recognized “driller,”
with pay of four dollars and a half a day.

leased for

“But Joe’s such an un. |

“I will,” murmured Rosamond, sleep- |

Rheumatism

No other disease makes one feel so old.

't stiffens the joints, produces lameness,
anJd makes every motion painfal,

It is sometimes so bad as wholly to disa-
bie, and it should never be neglected.

M. J. McDonald, Trenton, Ont., had it
aftcr a severe attack of the grip: Mrs.
Hattie Turner, Bolivar, Mo., had it so
scverely she could not lift anything and
could scarcely get up or down stairs;: W,
H. Shepard, Sandy Hook, Conn., was laid
up with it, was cold evea in July, and
could not dress himself,

According to testimonials voluntarily
given, these sufferers were permanently
relicved, as others have been, by

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

which corrects the acidity of the blood
on which rheumatism depends and builds
up the whole system.

Hoop's PILLS cure constipation. Price $ sents.

—
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out the oil territory as “a mighty good
driller—a mighty smart younyg fellow,’
and it was now that the current of Rosa
mond’s life, flowing smoothly under Mre,
| McNall’s wise and watchful eyes, was sud-
denly changed.

It was earlv in September that Joe, tak-

f advice to mothers on the bringing up
I ] ('lt‘(i, in

regu-
isly praised or
commented upon with as much sternness
Rusamond’s
While

\
e

light of his life he clssely catechized Rosa- |

| ing the south-bound. train that should
~carry him to Rosamond, found in a vacant
gneat a little book, bound in white and
' gold., He read it from cover to cover—
| then again. The prospectus of *“The
' Elmdale School for Girls”” had probably

| never betore becn so diligently studied |

' He gazed long at the views of the fine
building, artistically furnished rooms, vis-
tas of lawn, and longest at portraits of
president and teachers aud at groups of

life, so long hoped and ‘hﬂd for. But '
then! And then confident happy-heart-

edness! She knew he would approve of

and like Arthur—the president’s nephew,

whom in her three years’ continuous stay

in the president’s home she had grown to

know so well.  “Bat oh,”’—to the delight

of her gay heart,—*he is so afraid of you,

Joe! He quakes at the thought of your

verdict.”” And ther at the close one little

line which said to Joe's comprehending

beart that the young sister’s bappinees
was at stake.

“Well, if he’s the right sort all
through!”’ thought Joe in his final review,
with both a sigh and a smile.

Two ladies and a girl student entered
the car at the station next to that which
was, for Joe, all important.

“I don’t believe he is on the train,” the
young student said to the ladies, ir an
undertone that Joe heard. “And Rosa-
mwond will be so disappointed!”

Then Rosamand’s love-story was sym-
pathetically told by one of the ladies to
her friend—and also to Joe. His face
glowed at the praise of his sister, but a
sudder weight of fear fell on his heart at
the succeeding words. “She is evidently
of as fine a family and as favored in for-
tune as the Dunlaps themselves, which
must be gratifying to their pride. I un-
derstand her brother is a prominent oil
man, and altogether the little romance has
not a shadow upon it,”

Joe heard no more A uew world was
spread before bim, in which—as he vague-
ly called to mind stories picturing society

young hearts were joined or broken ac-
cording to the dictates of family pride.
And he, in bis ignorance and roughness,

happy girl students.

As his journey drew to a close her
read the paragraph promising the genuine
home ivfluence, the faithful guidance of

‘“

mind and heart *“‘that shall wmake our
daughters ‘as corner stoues.””  “That’s |
the place for her,’” he said. .‘

“Fireen-: ear-old Rosamond. heard his |
plan and decizon with tears which only |
Joe’s presentation and eulogy of the littie |
book could eheck, Her brother’s great
heart-pang came when the blue eyes

\ihli\‘! a
rose in the tear stained face

was made up; be was determined.

*sShe wmust be ready to start

Sl R B ¢!
he said, 1nterviewling the

Afier

: . ¥
ber twelltl,

]vl;l;\i}- 1] dressmaker of the OwWl,

an uncertain step toward the

twned to produce the white and gold

k.

“so I ecan’t give you

b “] ain’t much on clothes,”” he said,

insiructions, but

here'’s the idea [ want filled out.”

™
[

F'bhe clever seamstress undrestood to the

extent that when Rosamond, sately escort-

of the “Eilmndale

ed. entered the doors

School,”” her personal belongings entirely

| harmonized with her delicate beauty of

face and form,

And Rosamond, crossing the threshold,
' nene the less certaiuly stepped into “‘her
- place.” The well known school had never
| sheltered one more inuately suited to, per-
! haps unconsciously longing for, its simple
| grace of life; and never had a pupil won a
| place in the affections of instructors and
| gay-hearted companions more quickly
' than the orvhaned child brought to the
' gates of girlhood and of the Eimdale
' School by Brother Joe.
| “Brother Joe” became a romantic char-
acter to Roramond’s school friends. They
| pictured him as a patriarchal elder brother
of perbaps twice Rosamond’s age; and
even Rosamond, as the years of her school
life passed and Joe stood to her through
all in the position of a father, came to
look on him as much older than he really
was. Indeed, the brief, busines:like let-
ters of Joseph Field to the head of the
school gave no hint that they were writ-
ten by oue old only in responsibility and
manly work accomplished.

Joe, in  the three years had prospered.

Attaining as a driller a degree of expert-
| ness that put him always in demand, be
| had, a year before Rosamond’s graduation
' day, made a venture, the outcome of
which had succeeded his greatest hopes.
| Studying the land adjuining the recog-
| nized oil field, he had leased a hundred
| acres, not up to this time considered pro
‘ msing, and had awaited the widening of
| the field. When, iu six months, good
1 wells had appeared on either side of bis

-

(2R
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| lease, had secured a mongyed partuer and
! had begun to sink the well which was—
through his careful arrtangement—to make
! him none the poorer, and perhaps far the
! richer, Notwithstanding the outward
| composure which characterizes the experi-
| enced field man, Joe’s heart beat fastdur-
| ing the days when, under his skilfal touch
| on the rope, the great tools forced their
| way to and through the rock. The mo-
| ment the well proved “a gusher” of two
- hundred barrelsa day, Joe’s cap went into
the air, and he gave a great exultant
shout,
|  This meant the pretty home in the city
! vear by, where he could have the little
' sister surrounded with comforts and lux-
| uries, with motberly Mrs. McNall instal.
| led as housekeeper.
| This was the picture iu Joe’s mind as—
; with his first thought for personal appear-
| ance, attired in what he comsidered the
| best—he was swiftly drawn toward the
| spot which held for him all dear upon
| earth, But one faint shadow was out-
lined iu Joe’s sunlit landscape, It lay in
a letter Joe knew by heart—a swee'l girl-

whose word was law, She did not ask it

!

| . :

| 18h coufession aud plea to the big brother
|

In a year Joe Field was known through- | yet; firsst would cowe the happy bome

na & flush of bappy excitement |
but his mind |

by Septeni- |

docr, Joe |

land, Joe, by ar offer of a half share in the -

e- | he suddenly saw himself as be must ap-

| pear,—he represented his Rosamond’s
| “family!”’

! Joe stumbled to his feet as the car stop-
| ped, aud followed the unsuspecting speak-
' ers; then, as the train ruoshed on, hestood
hesitatingly in the darkness surrounding
| the cirele of light at the station.

“Ob, 7 heard the girl’s
Not a

& working man—

Rouzamond,” he

| ciear voice say, “he didn’t eome!
soul got off but us and

i 'g,,w rather.”’

| Yes, there, at last, she was—the little

| sister! A very flower of girlhood in her

]
| trimm white suit, with her fair hair eariing
from under her sailor bhat, and her

o\t
| face paling in disappointment, hat smiling
| .
in at the assurance: “de will surely
»

again

come in the morning,

Joe’s pain was resolutely forced back

| man from whom the deep-toned assurance
i came.
| Joe was satisfied. The little eister’s

| happiness was safe in the keeping of the
| athletic young owner of that firm and
pleasant face.

When Joseph Field’s name
nounced late that evening, the president
of the Elmdale School ruse from his desk
stepped forward and stopped; not so
wuch in sarprise at the fact that the
young man who had eutered his library
was little more than a boy, as at sight of
that boy’s face. It was tired and white,

“I’d like to bave a few words with you,
sir,” said Joe, with the composure that he
had gained in his walk of miles; and in
his quiet voice he told the hitherto un-
known facts of his own and Rousamond’s
life,

“It’s been my oue deep-lying fear,”” he
said at last, “tnat she’d ever come to
krow I wasn’t her brother. She—well,
she was all I ever had, you see! And I've
so far argued with myself that it was best,
on her account, for her to think, and for
others to think, that she had some one
who bad a real right to stand between her
aud a pretty hard world, but now, fearing
—through some sudden knowledge 1’ve
come to—that my being, as you see, jast a
plain, hard-working man, might in some
way act against her, I’ve come to state the
facts to you, sir, hoping she’ll not be

uffected now that it’s known just how it
stands; for she, Rosamond herself, comes
of a very fine family, sir,” Joe leaned
forward anxiously,

“While I can’t tell you much,” he con-
tinued, ‘I know that her father had been
a teacher once, and her mother—only
child, orphaned like her—was a minister’s
daughter in the East; and I guess they
don’t find ’em wmuch finer than that,
teachers and preachers, do they? When it
' cuines to fortune, sir, I guess she migkt
hold her own c¢ven now, with a good
many of em; for while right here, I give
up all claim of belouging to her,—give
ber to them and the life she’s suited t) —
yet her claim’s good on me for all I've
got. I’m nothing to her, but she’s my
little sister to me as long as life lastsg—
(zod bless her?”? k

The president, who had at first sunk to
his chair in uncomprenending amazement,
rcee and held out hiz hand.

“Why, my boy!” he said, “why, my boy!
Itis av honoi to shake your haod!”

But the slender figure who, wice eyed
snd trembling, had swood at the door, was
running swiftly across tie room to sob, as
of old, on Joe’s comforting breast.

“0O Joe, I—we—were there, and ¢ u'dn’t
belp hearing! O Joe, say again that [’m
always to be your sister! I can’t live if t
isn’t to be just as it always has becn!”’

And then there was anpother band for
the bewildered Joe to grasp—a hand of-
fered with the deference accorded ounly to
heroes

“If,” the young fellow was saving hesi.
tatingly, *“if it could be that—afier a w e
—you could give her to me, and feel hut
instead of lo ing her, yoa had—f unl a
brother—"’

“Why,” said Joe, choking in his help.
less joy, “if you don’* mind having 1 ¢ -7

Rosamond clung to bhim, murmaring!
“Dearest, dearest Joe!”

“Nephew-in law,” said the
putting his kind hard on the big fellow’s
shoulder, “you’ll stay with as to-night,”

was an

that he might judge impartially the young

president,
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